CHAPTER 30 


May 13, 2011 


“Dammit, Yosuke!” 


Justin burst through the classroom door, completely soaked from his knees down. 
Chie, Yu, and Yukiko squinted with confusion, not quite sure why Justin’s legs were 
soaking wet. All they knew was that Yosuke probably had something to do with it. 
Yosuke simply smirked as Justin made his way up to him, the slightest trail of water 
following behind him. He looked like he was going to reach out and snap Yosuke’s 
neck at any second. 


“What the fuck!? Seriously, what the effing fuck!?” 


“| have no idea what you’re talking about.” He smiled that obnoxious grin of his, 
much to Justin’s displeasure. 


“Oh don’t play dumb! You know what you did!” 


When Justin had opened his locker that morning, the entire thing had been 
completely filled with water, so when he went to open it, it all poured out onto his 
legs. Which was bad enough if it wasn’t still freezing out around this time of the 
year. He imagined Yosuke probably poured water through the little slots at the top 
of the locker, though he wasn’t completely sure. He was completely pissed, and not 
necessarily about his soaked legs either. He could have laughed that off no 
problem. What he was pissed about was that all his stuff had been soaking in water 
for the last twelve fucking hours. He was just happy he hadn't left any of his 
textbooks in his locker that day. There was no way he’d be able to afford replacing 
them. What he did leave behind, however, was not that much better of an 
alternative. 


“Well | had nothing to do once | got out of DETENTION!” 


He placed extra emphasis on the word detention, as though trying to make Justin 
feel bad about getting him in trouble. It wasn’t working, especially since Justin was 
already pissed out of his fucking mind. 


“You see this?” 


Justin held up a piece of paper, or rather, what WAS a piece of paper. It was soaked 
from top to bottom, and it didn’t take a genius to tell a good chunk of it had been 
completely washed off of the sheet. Hell, the part Justin had been holding it by 
actually ripped off after he held it up for a few seconds, the remains of the paper 
dropping into a messy pile on the ground. 


“That was my fucking history paper!” 
“So? Just print it out again.” 

“It’s due today!” 

“Huh. Sucks for you.” 


Chie and Yu had to grab Justin by the arms as he went to lunge forward at Yosuke. 
They were more than convinced Justin was going to murder him if they didn’t. 
Which they weren’t ENTIRELY opposed to after Yosuke’s dick move. Yosuke laughed 
loudly as the two held Justin back, Justin struggling to get out of their grip. Or at 
least he had until Chie and Yu chose to let go off their grip after Yosuke decided to 
act like a prick about it. Justin practically dove over the desk, his hands around 
Yosuke’s neck as the two collided with the ground. Yosuke’s laughter soon turned to 
gasps for air, as Justin wrang his neck against the floor. 


“Gah... I’m... sorry...!” Yosuke gasped out between breaths. It took a few more 
seconds of strangling Yosuke before Justin let go of his throat, letting him breathe 
again. Yosuke looked up towards the ceiling with relief as Justin got up from the 
ground, as though thanking God that Justin hadn’t killed him. Of course, that was 
interrupted by Justin kicking him in the gut while he was still down on the floor. 


“I'd force you to give me YOUR paper, but somehow, | think I’d get a WORSE grade 
than not even handing one in.” 


“So what are you going to do about the paper?” Chie spoke up from her side of the 
room. 


“If | run now, | might be able to leave before the teacher sees me.” 
“Wait... You mean play hooky?” 
“Well, | need to change out of these clothes anyway.” 


Justin pulled at the fabric of his pants leg, shaking some of the moisture off of it in 
the process. It was true that he really couldn’t walk around school like that, not to 
mention he was sure he’d end up catching something if he walked around with wet 
pants like that in this weather. 


“Alright, Chie, if anyone asks | got a stomach virus. Yosuke, | hear that you said one 
thing to the teacher, and I’m finishing the job.” 


“R-right...” he moaned from his fetal position on the floor. It’s amazing he hadn’t 
learned by now that Justin is not the kind of person you fuck with. Justin gave a 
quick bow of his head to everyone, save Yosuke, before dashing out of the room. 


“| thought the history paper was due tomorrow.” Chie spoke up, her voice quivering 
ever so Slightly. 


“Nope, today.” 


“Crap... My parents are going to kill me.” 


Who would have thought that just reprinting a history paper would take so much 
effort? Not only had Justin had to practically run the entire way back to his house, 
lest anyone see him in his uniform and think he was skipping school, but then there 
was a whole plethora of problems once he actually got in his house. Apparently, his 
computer thought it would be funny to corrupt the word document file, so Justin had 
to spend a good hour or so trying to figure out how to recover it. He probably could 
have rewritten the entire report in that time-frame, but he was too lazy to do it over 
again. Then, once he went to go print, it turned out he was out of ink, so he had to 
run all the way to the store, spend 2,000 yen on ink, run back home, and figure out 
how to even install it. After a good two, maybe three hours, of running about, Justin 
finally managed to print up his essay. He plopped it in his backpack before making 
his way over to the couch, sighing as he finally got the opportunity to sit down and 
relax. Enjoy it now, ‘cause there’s going to be so much make-up work... 


He reached out for the remote on the table, flipping the television on. He was 
flipping through random channels when suddenly the batteries died on his remote, 
effectively stranding him on the news channel. 


“Dead? Bloody hell, | was just at the store.” 


Justin’s face grew slightly red as he realized that he had just said ‘bloody hell’ as 
opposed to his usual ‘god dammit.’ None of Justin’s friends actually knew it, but 
Justin’s father was of English decent. He was born and raised in England before 
coming to America. As a result, his father used more than a few British terms and 
expressions. Justin had a bad habit of using one or two of them every now and then, 
though not on purpose. It just sorta slipped out of his mouth every now and then, 
much to his embarrassment. 


Regardless, he didn’t feel like running all the way back to the store, nor did he feel 
like getting up to change the channel. His legs were still ridiculously sore from all 
the running he had done earlier, so there was no way in hell he was getting up off 
that couch. Hell, he’d be lying if he said he wasn’t slightly intrigued by what was 
apparently being discussed on the news anyway. 


Young men recklessly riding their motorcycles, disturbing the peace of a quiet rural 
town... Our special report took a turn for the violent when one of the apparent 
leaders attacked the camera crew! 


“Attacked the camera crew? Jeeze, somebody’s got a pair.” 
The hell are you punks doing here!? This ain’t a show! Get bent! 


Justin raised an eyebrow. More than a few things seemed to be bothering him about 
the news report. The first and foremost was that blur. You can’t just blur someone’s 
eyes out and then say their anonymity had been protected. Everything else would 
give him a way, the mouth, the nose, his hair, his jaw line, his fucking voice that 
they didn’t bother distorting. Clearly they were doing the bare minimum to protect 
his identity due to whatever it was this guy did to the camera guy. Like petty 
revenge. 


The second thing that bothered him was the lack of any real context. All they 
showed was this guy getting really pissed off at the camera guy. Now, maybe he 
was just pissed by the camera crew’s presence, but something he said didn’t really 
add up with Justin. “This ain’t a show!” When the news conducts interview, don’t 
they need to run it by the interviewee that they’re being filmed and all that? That 
means they were filming long before they even got permission to record his likeness 
to plaster all over the news. This was incredibly illegal. 


He snapped his attention back towards the screen. This was another thing that 
bothered him. He wasn’t really ATTACKING; he just sorta knocked the camera out of 
focus. Which is a totally natural reaction when someone is illegally filming you; 
especially with the prefix “recklessly riding motorcycles, disturbing the peace of a 
quiet rural town.” Who the hell would consent to an interview that outright insults 
them like that. This was why Justin didn’t watch the news. They took everything out 
of proportion and tried to adjust the flow of information to suit their own needs. 


He had to admire whoever this guy was, though. It takes balls to tell the local media 
outlet to fuck off, even more so to outright force the camera off. Actually, Justin 
couldn’t help but shake the feeling that he had seen that person before. The 
bleached white hair was a sure give-a-way. You would think if it were someone 
Justin had known he would have immediately recognized him, but alas, he only 
faintly seemed to recognize the figure. Maybe he had seen him at one point while 
walking down the street. Justin shrugged it off as he heard his phone ringing. It was 
Chie, as usual, though he had to wonder what she was calling him in the middle of 
school about. He made his way over to the television, turning it off before flipping 
his phone open. 


“Hey, Chie.” 
“Hey! How’d the paper go?” 


Justin paused for a moment. The way her voice seemed kind of distant, not to 
mention he could hear himself echo slightly when he had answered the phone. 


“You have me on speaker, don’t you?” 


“Mhmm. It’s lunch time so we thought we’d put you on speaker so you could join 
us.” 


Justin took a look at the clock. Shit. It was lunch time. He hadn’t even noticed as he 
ran around doing errands all day. 


“Well apparently it took me three hours to print it up, but otherwise, fantastic.” 
“Three hours?” Yosuke chimed in from his end. 

“It’s a long story. How ‘bout you guys. Your papers turn out alright?” 
“W-well...” 

“Chie didn’t even do hers.” 

“Hey, shut up! | thought it was due tomorrow!” 

Justin just shook his head from side to side. Typical Chie. 

“So... What are you even doing now?” 

“| was watching some stupid news report on biker gangs.” 

“What, you mean like that one those guys were talking about the other day.” 


Justin paused for a moment. He actually had completely forgotten about that. It 
wasn’t like it was exactly relevant information, though Justin certainly seemed 
intrigued by his latest discovery. 


“| think so.” 
“What was it about?” 


“| don’t know, the guy they were interviewing pretty much forced the camera off. 
He told the interviewers to get bent.” 


“Whoa, really?” Chie seemed more than a little enthusiastic about it, much to 
Justin’s displeasure. What, I’m not big enough of a badass for you? Fuck this shit! 


“| know right? Talk about badass.” 

“I’m not sure badass is the word you're looking for.” Yosuke chimed in. 
“Oh? And what would you Say is the right word then?” 

“An idiot.” 


“Not even close.” 


“He forced the camera shut on public television? He’s gotta be out of his mind to 
think that won’t bite him in the ass.” 


“Maybe he just doesn’t care.” 


“Oh, man, that is so cool!” Justin could hear Chie’s excitement over the phone, 
crystal clear. He’d almost hate to see what she had looked like right now. Probably 
jumping up and down in her seat, her eyes sparkling they way they tended to do. 


“Yeah, but not as cool as me.” 
“Yeah, no.” 


“You know, Yosuke, it’s not wise to instigate someone who can break into your 
house at any given moment.” 


“You can what?” 


“You’re there. I’m here. Which one of us do you think will make it to your house 
first.” 


Yosuke grew deadly silent on his end. 

“That’s what | thought.” 

“| kinda want to see that. The biker thing, | mean.” Yu clarified. 
“Eh, it’ll probably be on later tonight.” 

“You think so?” 

“Has there been anything else interesting on the news?” 
“Well no...” 

“Alright then, that answers that question.” 

A brief moment of silence passed between the two parties. 
"Alright, so what am | missing in class today?” 

“Nothing other than the usual King Moron rants.” 

“What was it about this time?” 


Chie cleared her throat before trying to do her best King Moron impression. It 
sounded absolutely ridiculous for a number of reasons. One, Chie was a girl, so she 
was going to have a real hard time impersonating any guy. | mean, it’s not like it’s 
never been done before; voice actors do it all the time. But it was certainly a lot 
more unlikely for her to get the voice right than if, say, Yosuke or Yu were to do it. 


Secondly, she opted not to do that nasally tone King Moron had to his voice, instead 
opting to just lowering her voice a few octaves, her voice coming out just slightly 
deeper than her regular speaking voice. By all accounts, Chie sounded just like 
herself if she was to suddenly grow a pair of balls, and they were to drop. 


“Your duty is too study! You don’t have time to fool around with each other like love 
struck monkeys, alright!? Especially you girls! Those skirts are too damn short! You 
girls are giving this school a bad reputation!” 


“Don’t forget that popularity thing.” 
“Oh my god, what was up with that?” 
“With what?” 

Chie cleared her throat again. 


“| hope you all studied for your exams! If you did well, maybe you'd stop being such 
worthless cretin and might be a little more popular. And you know, popularity leads 
to intimacy! Not that any of you slezebags are ‘popular.’ ” 


Justin couldn’t help but gag on the air. He said what? Can teachers even say stuff 
like that? Like aren’t their rules and laws in place that stop teachers from making 
ridiculous comments like that? 


“He said what!?” 
“| know right!” Chie was laughing hysterically on their end. 
“Oh that’s just sad...” 


“One of these days we should really record one of his classes and put it on YouTube. 
We'll call it the best of King Moron, Vol. 1” 


Justin forcibly blinked twice, pausing as the idea soaked into his brain. 


“Yosuke. That has got to be the smartest thing | have ever heard come out of your 
mouth.” 


“I’m not sure if that’s supposed to be a good thing or not.” 
“That depends on how many views we get.” 

“W-wait, | wasn’t serious.” 

“Lam.” 


“Better idea.” Chie interrupted. “Techno remix.” 


Jusitn’s jaw dropped in awe. This had to be the most brilliant thing he had ever 
heard come out of Chie’s mouth. If he wasn’t on speaker right now, he probably 
would have professed undying love for her right there and then. But alas, they were, 
and he knew she would take it seriously if he did, so he decided against the motion. 


“Holy shit, why didn’t | think of that?” 
“Because | did.” 


“Ugh, too bad we missed out on recording that popularity line. That would have 
been comedy gold.” 


“He'll probably repeat it at some point.” 
“You think he’s that stupid?” 
“We do call him King Moron for a reason.” 


“Touche’.” 


